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DHEAMING AND AWAKING.

If 1 had lain thee low in the maold,

With the sods on thy falr, frank face.

Al prayed my prayer, and made oy moay,
Andd turaed to my desolate learth alose,

To spare nt my vaeant place,

Why I had mourned the loag hours through,
W ith a sorvow that would mot die;

Yot thinking, my love and [, at last |

When the frot and the fever of life are past,
May meet in our howe on high.

If 1 had sesd thee turn aw sy,

From this passlonate love nf‘mim-,
To won apother, for troth and [aich,
‘I'o give another, for life and death,
True hand sod anme of thioe!

Why had I felt though not for me

To win that noble heart.

1 may wateh his steadfast course afar,

1 may may joy inthe Light of my one proud =tar
A 1 sit in the shade aparn

But to know that our trust wis laseless,
T'o know our hope was vain,

Al, who that wakens from visionod bliss,
Vo truthy opbd, bit andd hord s this
Would venture hﬁam ngain. i

IN ThRE EVENING.

Allday the wind hail howled slong the leas,
All day the wiod il »wept agross the plaia,
All dar, on rustling grass und waving trees,
i Tallen “the usefal trouble of the rain.’"
All day, beneath the low -liung, dreary sky,
The dripping earth had cowered sullealy.

At last the wind hwl sobbed jsell 1o rest,
At last o weary calmncss sank storm; - .
A erimson line gleamed sodden in the wese,

re golden Bocks rose wavering into form.

A hashed revival berallvi the night,
And with the evenlog tine awoke the Light.

The rosy eolor fushesd the long, gray wares,
The ey color g tie MONRAlD DRow
Aund where the ald church watohed the village
raves,
Wmfnl to & passing fazh, the yew-trees frown
Bird, beast, and flower “‘"“‘L‘:.f nature knew,
Apd om-n-le star roce shimmering on the blue,

cynshed with heavy grief;
wn ng darkened by despair,
The slow, sad honrs bring touches of relief,
Whispers of hope, and strength of trustful

to a life lnur
i

prRyer.
"!'nrrly hf% lelsure,'” God of love and might,
And with the eveniug time there will be light!

AN HHUNGERING.

Some hearis go hungering through the world,
Andd never dnd the jove they seek;
sSome lips with prisde or scorn nre curled
T'o hide the pain thay may uot speak.
The eyes may flnsh, the month may smule,
& voice in gladiest mirth may thrill,
And yet beneath them all the while
Tha hungry heart is pining still,

These know their doom, nnd walk their way,
With level steps amnd stemlfast cyes,

Nar strive with [ate, nor weep, nor pray —
While others, not so sadly wise,

Are mocked hy phantoms evernore,
And lured by seemings of delight,

Fair to the eye, but st the core
ilolding but bitter dust and bligho

I see them goze from wistful eyes,
1 mark their sign on feding eheeks,
1 near them hreath in smothered sighs,
And note the grief that never spesks:
For them no might relrecs<es wrong,
No eve with pity i= impoariod ;
Oh, misconstrusd and suffering long,
¥h, hearts that bunger through the world!?

For you does Hife's dull desert hold
~o founknin shinde, no date grove fair.
Nor gush of waters elear and cold,
Bat sandy reaches clear nud cold.
The foot muy Mail, the heart may fmint,
Aml wvlz?: o earih the woary frume,
Yetu still ye make no weak complaint,
And s no words of griel or blawe,

Oh, eager eyes which gaze afar!
Oh, arms which clnsp the empty alr!
Not all nomarked your sorrows are,
Not all unpitied your despair.
Smile, patient lips 3o prowdly dumb—
Y\l‘lum lifes feadl tentat Iast is furloed,
our

Elnﬂm“ recompensé shall come,
oh,

earts that hunger throngh the world.

The ﬁiss-ing' Link.

BY BTANLEY CURTIS.

I.
WHAT OF IT%

JOUT ten yearsago [ was pas-
sing through a small city in
/ the State of New York., My
—7y errand there wus one of busi-
ness solely, and hence my sojourn was
short. 1 arrived at eight o'clock in the
evening and departed at twelve. About
half past eleven, as I passed through the
main street on my way to the depot, 1
epcountered aman with a mask, who,
at the moment I met him, was emerging
from a store.  Jngt as he stepped out his
mask dropped off and [ caught a good
square glance of hiz face. 1r would be
irrelevant to describe his persoval ap-
pearance now. But he glanced at me
siercely. hastily replaced his mask and
made off at a quick pace.
1 pursned my way, thinking the event
rather strange, but bid not give it much
attention. f

FETHER CORYDON.

A year ago I came in possession of a
manuseript, left by 4 Innatic—a female
of rare beauty, it was said, who had Mst
died at the age of quntminn. Her life
had heen a sad oane. p sorrow in
her maldenhood, disappointment in love
and experiences of a terrible nature had
unsettled her reason. She was violent
at times, at other times silent and sullen
whille occasional lucld intervals broke in
on her darkened mind. At these times
she invaribly spent a great deal of- time
writing, and, although apparently sane,
was so inexpressibly swd and weighed
down by melancholy that delirium
seemed a relief rather than a curse.

This 1 learned of her attendants and
friends. From her manuseript 1 have
collated a story too strange, almost to he
true—a story of wrong and ruin, of
grief and injustice, of the irresistable
jorce of circmmstances, which some-
times combine in strange and mysteri-
cus shapes, plotting destruction to inno-
cant victims.

Miss Corydon’s story is o disjointed
and incoherant to

ble, making only oceasional quotations
jrom her manuscript.

III.
THE& MURDER.

Geoffrey Armstrong had been mur-
in the dead ol night.
In the morning his hody was found on
the lake shore, disfigured by severs)
ngly gashes, and one deep, cruel stab in
thse lert breast,which had evidently done

derad—murdered

the work,
The discovery
a'clock in the forenocn.

instituted,
his murdered Imdf‘
was found by two Ia
the news with pale faces,

was the result,

The excitement was intense. Geoffrey
friends in the

Armstrong had many
townand they wept aml vowed revenge

The gproner was summoned, and pro-

ceeded with a jury to- hold an inquest
Nothing {J& i
jng by which § rlue conld be obtaiued

Lo find the track of je murderer. Nath-
ing, I say, until one ¢f the jurymen, a
elosely examiped the siab
the fatal

physician,
widch evidently
one.,

“This wound,"” said he, *‘was
made with an ordinary weapon.
could only
kuife of peculiar Sh;pc. 3
he. “The cut is ffar and thin, and th
kuife useid must have been z Jong on

had been

harp one, for there are po beyises
and a sharp one, dighinc vt
to the hilt.”*
He then ipspeetad the wound minute-

on the body, and nothin
that the knife was Inserte

Iy and made accarate and elaborat
memoranda.

«In the absence of anything betper,’

he zaid,’” these feglures or_tlm case ma
prove of use. For myself, I would w

vise thatevery effort be made to find that

knife.”

The wisdom of the dovtor's adviee was
The knlfe must be
Tound end the murderer must suffer the

adwmigted by all,

malty @€ his foul deed.
» wm Mizs Coryde

she was wild with griel, for Geoffre)
Armstrong was hep aceepted suitor, and
It was with dif-
ficulty that she cauld he pEevented from

she dearly loved bigm.
mingling with the crowd of men an
boys that
s carrled through the streets.

ive bodily : therefore
[ will narrate the facts as clearly as pos-

was made about ten
e had been
mizsed from his usual baunis, his room
was found to be empty, and search was
The horrible discovery of
It
borers, who brought

pline was discovered, noth-

not

have been inflicted with a
Observe,” said

n heard the new

gathered around the hody as it

She =at“in her own room, and her "é‘i‘!s and bid me geod-by, as he was go-
| stony grief after s while subsided luto| ing,to the lake shore to ﬂtﬂ?h.

stony e=lmness,

Fsther Corydon was an orphan and |

t was a echooltencher. Her brother Philip
! Corydon, was a lawyver. They were the
last representatives of their Zunmily, and
were the sole sharers of a small estate.
They were energetic, high-spirited and
affec tionate.

Esther was rather above the mediom
helight, had black eyes and dark hair,
fair complexion and fine though firmly-
moulded features. Her brother was also
tall, bnt his hair was light, and his eyes
were blue, From them sparkled reso-
Intion, con and apr and a sen-
sative spirit. The only suhject on which
he and his sister had ever dizagreed was
thnt of her marrying Geoffrey Arm-
strong. Armstrong was a poor artist,
and Esther had confidence that his geni-
us would carry him suceessfully through
life. But Philip, although he cherished
no ill-feelings toward firoy, looked
| at the matter in 4 more practieal light,
and did not regard the match as asn

hie one. His opposition was not vio-
lent: he rimply gave hiz mister his ad-
viee, amd hoped she would accept it.
Miss Corydon had another suitor
whom she did not love. She had told
him #0 several times in a very unre-
sorved manner, but atill he persecuted
her with his nnwelcome atténtions.
This sultor’'s name was John Rivers,
People generally called him fine look-
ing, but there was a look shont his
small, bead-like black eyes which Miss
Corydon termed “‘sn " But what-
ever were his good or bad qualities, Misz
Corydon preferred Geoffrey Amumnﬁ,
and that wus enough. At Jeast it
should have beéen enough for Mr. Rivers
whose plain daty It was to let her alone.
But he not only dil not let her alone
but he mnearly red the life out of
her, and vowed he would marry her

ef.
’ The dead body of Geofflrey Armstrong
wus conveyed (o his late boarding-house
and theve respectably laid_ouat. The
wounis were dressed as neatly as possi-
ble, and preperations were made for the
funeral.
Meanwhile, the officers were discus-
sing the best mode of detecting the mur-
derer. The clue afforded did not seem
to promise much, as the knife had prob-
nhr' been thrown far out into the lake,
:tml’ in that ease there would he no pos-
sibility of recoyering it.
But who had last been seen with the
victim? Noone knew. He had leit his
boarding-house early in the evening and
gone, as he said, tothe shore of the lake
to sketch a moonlight scene. However,
one per=on had been seen searching for
him during the evening, stopped at all
iz nzual lounging places and anxionsly
inquiring his whereabouts. That person
was Philip Corydon.  His manper was
somewhat excited, and he appeared in
great haste.
No one thought of accusing him of the
erime, as his reputation was ansallied,
and o assoviate him with such an act
seemed Preposterous.

“Bat,” =ald John Rivers, who was
conversing with the efficers, “where s
Corydon? 1 haven’t seen him around
this morning. You know he was very
much opposed to a mirriage that was
talked of between his sister and Arm-
strong.”™’

“You don't aceuse him of anything,
do you*" indignantly demanded a by-
stander.
“Accuse him? O no. Bat he's a good
gharp lnwyer, and we onght to have his
mdvice in this case, it seems to me, Why
don’t somebedy look for him.™

Officers are incredulous beings, and
take nothing for granted.  One of them
had listened silently to Rivers, and was
thinking in silence. He finally looked
np and said : '
*Pwouldn’t do no hurt, as I know of,
to look for that Corydon. It looks kind
o' queer that he shouldn’t be *round,
‘specially seein’ he was after Armstrong
o fast last night. Where's his boarding
house?”?

On being informed, he started for it,
followedl by a parcel of men and boys of
the class always on the lookout for a sen-
sation. He soon arrived at his destina-
tion, and accompanied by a brother of-
ficer, ascended to Corydon’s room. He
knocked at the door hastily. No reply.
A londer kuock failed to elicit any re-
sponge,

The officers looked on each other sig-
niticantly. Apother knock was given
with the same result. Again the offi-
cers peered into each other’s countenan-
ce:, and as if by simultaneous agree-
ment they placed their shoulders against
the door and burst its fastenings.

What was that on the floor, in the
middle of the floor?
eorner, near a chair?
The one was a long, sharp, thin, fiat-
bladed knife, covered with blood, and
the other was a cap, with red stains and
dirvt on it!

The ofticers involuntarily started
back, accustomed as they Were to scenes
of horror® They then scrutinized the
room closely, but found nothing else
unusual. ‘Fhe weather was very warm,
and one window was ralsed, allowing
the slight breeze to gently ruffle the
light curtainz, Without was bright
sunshine; within it was bright, too, but
upon what a scene! There lay the traces
of a bloody murder,in the room of 8 man
of high standing in the community, He
evidently had not retired to restthe
II‘):-,Eim before, as the bed was undistar-
The people outside grew impatient at
the non-appearance of the officers, and
began to be clamorous, Finally one of
them appeared at the door.

“Friends,” sald he, “wou had better
go home. We've made an important
discovery, which may lead to the find-
ing of the murderer, Philip Corydon
was fast after Geoffrey Armstrong last
night, and this morning one’s dead and
the other’s not to be found, Besides,
we've found something in Corydon’s
room that leads to horrible suspicions.
I'm going down town now, and you'd
better do the same, for Bill's guarding
the room, and you wont get any satis-
faction by standing here."'

So saying he started off, but only a
few did likewise.

“Who'll help me to find Philip Cory-
don,the murerer of Geoffrey Armstrong,’
he eried.

A loud shout went up and the whole
troop followed him, Down the street
they went, murmuring and muttering,
ever apd gnon a loydey voice than the
vest giving utterance to some sentis
ment that found quick and noisy ap-
planse,

Knots of men were at the street cor-
ners, and women hastened from one
housé to another to talk over the terri-
ble affair. Excitement ran bigh, and
before noon eyery man, woman and
child in the city knew of the murder.
But Philip Corydon was nowhere to be
founil,

And that in the

.

IV.
MISS CORYDON'S NARRATIVE.

That masquerade ball—I never shall
forget it. 1t wus the night hefore the
murder. 1 went dressed as the Queen
pf Night—a character and costume very
besopiing to me,

Geoffrey was there, with simply a
black mask. He did pof wish to be en-
cumbered with a costiyme, us he wgs
ing out late in the evening tg sketch n
maonlight scene.  Philip would not go.
Business, he said, kept him away. O,
that fatal business! Why did he select
that night ¥

Johu Jivers (hew canp I write his
pamey) was there ajso, Hogw he did
persecute me, His charagcter was that
of o black domino, and it pongeajed gll
but hils mean eyes pnd his white, cjlaw-
like hand. He haunted me at the time,
and no one but me recognized him, Oc-
casionally during the evening he would
glllstgppear, and at these times I felt a re-

ef.
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Now, thought I, for another siege with
John Rivers. Bat strange to say he did
uot come near wo for more than So heur.
1 did not see him at all duriog that time,
and I thought he had left the hall,
though I was not sure, as I caught a few
gilﬂnnt glanees of a figure resembling

m.

Finally he approached me just as the
party was breaking up, and offered his
services as an escort home. I could do
nothing than ept, as thé dancers
were v sing. my sar-
B,l;'lieaud satisfaction he did not make

¢ to me on our way home, and we
separated with a simple Zood-night.
I went to bed and slept soundiy. But
O, what a waking the next morning!
Geoffrey murdered, his poor, mangled
body and white face being gazed upon
by hanndreds q?cu-iq.s sy es, and more
than a1l my brother accused of doing the
deed.

streets L beard their shouts and -mutter-
ings, mdﬂli::: nmame was often dis-
tinguishable.  What are fthey raving
about him? thought I. All of a sudden
Mrs. Gambee, my landiady, rushed into
my room. A5 s 08 §75%
0 Misd Carydon ™ “he e'xctaim{ed,
fw oyousu[')po%t r are sayin
aboat yvour bhrother! They }hu\re l'ounﬁ
someth terrible in his room, and the;
think he ed poor Mr. mmnf‘:&,
Lord a massy, what have I =aid ! n't
look 30 at me!"
I did not faint, but think I must have
fastened my eves on Mrs. Gambee with
a strange expression, for she appeared to
be lnlfnn terror lest she had done harm
by telling me the news go suddenly.
1 was _nearly stunned. They had
found something in his room, had they,
that led them to thihk he had done the
murder. These words [irepeated to my-
selfl a2 number of times, and finally,
without speakin® to Mrs. Gambee, or
paying her any more attemtion than if
she had not been there, I put on my
things and started for Philip's resi-
dence, N
I had a vague idea that s3ome one tried
to stop me, but I went on, regardless of
any attem amd
rapidly through the streets, my face
closely velled.. But a few recoguized
me, 1 believe, and théy gave me a wide
berth, not mrlngémt: ¥, to tonch the
garments of a m 's sister.
I 2oon arrived at Philip’s boarding-
. A dozen urchins had col-
lected in front of the door, and were dis-
cussing the murder with childish wis
dom and guarrlity. I ascended the steps
and knocked tremnlously, A man-ser-
vanut opened the door.
Iz Mr. Corydon in?" I asked.
““No, Miss,” he answered, grinning.
“Do you know where he |s*"
“No, miss, nobody don’t know where
he iz, He keeps himself scarce, now, he
does,™
“Whatdo vou mean? I am his sister.
They have not gone 50 far as 1o arrest
hin, have they z”’ :
40,5 you're his sister, are von? I'm
sorry for that. XNo, they haven’t arres-
ted him, for the reason that they can’t
find him.”
“Can’t find him " I echoed, “why ean
they not find him "’
“Cause, miss, he's run away,
the waiter.
“I domot it,”” Iexclaimed,in-
dignantly,  “Te did not do the deed.
He would not run away. Let me go to
his room."
“Right up this way, ma'am. There's
an officer there. You'll have to ask
bim.”"
1 went up stairs.  Anofficer guarded
the door of Philip's room and would
not let me enter. I begged. Ie was
firm.
“It's my duty, ma’am,’” said he. ““The
President of the United States could not
go in there now.”
I saw that it was of no use to plead,and
sat down at the head of the stairs to
think.
To think! 0, what misery there is in
thinking. Thoughts have driven me mad.
If T conld never think again, what a
comtort it wounld be - Kis .
After sitting there for some time 1 was
aroused by a hubbub below,  Boys were
screaming, there was a sound of wheels
tggmachlng, and footsteps rattled on
v

e,
“.‘.l:;mer.hlng is ap,” said the officer,
and he strained his neck to look out the
window, but did not desert his post.
The carriage stopped in frontof the
the front door opened and Philip
ecame bounding up the stairs.
“What w the heaven is the mat-
ter#”” hecried. ‘““What does this erowd
rne;p, and these people following me
50

" replied

““O Philip!” I eried, springing to him,
“You did not do it, did you?”

“For mercy mke,‘fl-nher,you here too?
Do what $"’

An officer burst in at the door just
t:ie;. He advanced to my brother, and
said:

“f arrest yon, Philip Corydon, for the
murder of Geoffrey Armstrong!”

At that moment I fainted, and can re-
meémber no more. [ was ill for six
weeks, most of the time In a raving (de-
lirium. But O, what hecame of my
brother? I have preserved a newspaper
with the account of his trial and the re-
port I believe is truthful.

V.
THE TRIAL.

The trial of Philip Corydon took place
speedily. It was very exciting, though
not very lengthy, occupying only about
three days’ time in the comrt. A sum-
mary is given, taken from the news-
paper fonnd among Esther's documents.

The counsel for the proze pre-
sented the following pointz: !

1. Geoffrey Armstrong had been mur:
r::,rad on the nightof the 28th of Septem-

By, ;

2. Philip Corydon had been seen by
several, the eveuning before, searching
for Armstrong, nce he had gone to
the lake shore, the place where the body
had beeu found.

3. Corydon had left town late on the
night of the murder, and the next morn-
inga knife and a had been found in
his room stained with blood. L

4. It was known that Corydon seri-
ously ohjected to the contemplated mar-
riage of his sister to Armstrong, and on
the evening he was searching for Arm-
strong his manner betrayed exeitement
and agitation.

Dr. Brown was called, and testified
that the wounds which caused the death
of the mu man . eould have been
inflicted only with a knife correspo
ing in description exactly with that
found in Corydon’s room.

Max Btrauss, a dealer in toys, masks
and curiosities, testified that on the
night of the murder, about half past
eleven o'clock, he was sitting in his
store, when he heard a knock at the
door. On opening it a man with a mask
entered and inquired for a sword. Wit-
ness had no sword, but sold him a long,
flaf=hladed knife, which the man said
woilld do—he wanted It for a character
he was I;v!ng to personate. The Eknife
tfound in Corydon's roem was shown to
witness, and he identifled it as the one
he had sold. He also thought the cap
found in Corydon’s room was the same
one worn by the person who purchased
the knife. ~ Witness could not identify
the mask worn by the person, as it was
of n very common style, similar {o twen-
ty or more he had sold during the week.

Such was the substance of the testi-
mony given and the points presented on
the side of the prosecution.

The deferce submitted the following:

The prisoner wasa man of h -

in the nﬂmg unity,
trajis os g cifizen.’

e was_opposed Lo his sister’s maryi
to Geoffrey Armstrong, his dislike to

latter did not partuke of the character of
violent ha and was altogather [n-

About cleven o'clock Geoffrey came to
me, unmasked, with his book and pen-

sufficient on which to found an aocousa-
tion of that kind. The prisoner could not

As the people passed through the |

walked |

nown | end
‘Fhat; ajthough

his room. They must have been placed
there by some other party, in order to
direct snzpicion in the wrong direction.

The pricoper admitted that he had
search for Armstrong the night pe-
fore the murder, and he wished tosee
him on private hasiness. Bat he had
Jeit town without seeing him, and the
fact that he refurned the next &ay ought
to be proof of his innocence,

When asked why he left town so late
at night, prisoner replied that his time
WAS s, and by leaving af that
hour he could do business early in the
grémlng and return by noon, which he

Hi= business was connected with Armg-
strong, and that was the reason he had
wished to see him before leaving. Said
business wis of such a nature: that it
would be of no avail in the defence, and
hence prisoner declined to mention it.
| Sueh was the substance of the points
made anid elaborated upon by the re-
spective counsel. Able and eloquent
speeches were made on both sides, and
1 g‘lunlge charged the jury impartially.

The large audience was agirated by
conflieting emotion ; first, the general
esteem in which the prisoner was held;

«{'second, the almost overwhelming evi-

dence against him. The verdict was
awalted almost breathlessly.

The prisoner was found guilty of man
slanghter and seotenced to hard labor
in the State Prison for the term of ten
years, o

MISS CORYDON'S NARRATIVE,

When [ recovered from my illness my
brether was in prison. [ looked over
the accounts of the trial. *“Fools!™”
thought I. “Why do you say my broth-
er is guiltf of manslaughter? He is
either guilty of murder, or he is Inno-
cent, 1f he killed Geoflrey Armstrong,
it was a devilish, cold-blooded murder.
But you doubted It. You knew he
conld not do such a thing. You wanted
to convict somebody, though. and so yon
declared my poor brother guilty of mun-
slaughter.™

But he was innocent, He never did
the deed. As soon as I was strong
#nough [ made preperations for a jour-
nev. 1 would go to the prison and see
Philip.

With a dreary heart and a mind clond-
el with tronble, 1 got my clothes in or-
der and made preparationsto go, One
evening, when [ was zitting in my room
despondent and gloomy, 4 Knock was
heard at the front door. The servant
said a gentleman had called to see me.
In a listless manner I gave directions
that be might be shown in. John Rivers
waz usheredinto my presence,

1 shall never forget my feelingz on be-
holding him. - All the dreadful memor-
ies of the last aad two months rose up
hefore me, thickly, and oppressively.
My brain was aheavy lump of lead. But
in the midst of all my wretchedness rose
the thought, “that man is my enemy!”’
He stomd looking at me, with his small,
bright eves, black and insinnatng, in
a manner questioning aml doubtful.
ITe seemed to wish to read my thoughts.
Before, he had beenonly an acguain-
tance who had made himself d
bly intimate—a rejected lover—a disap-
pointed snitor who evidently wished to
remain a friend—but now, I could not
help it, he seemed Hke an enemy—an in-
I.m&.r on my rights and a destreyer of
my happiness. 1t was the first time [
had seen him since the murder.

“*Miss Esther,” said he, ‘1 make hold
to eall on you, for I hope we are friends
as we used to be before the—the great
misfortune that has come over us.” He
spoke in a low tone, with an attempt to
be subdued and sympathetie in bis man-
ner. The characierdid not swit him well
for his bright eyes sparkied and snapped
as if they would give the lie to his pre-
tensions,

“This I8 an wmexpected honor, Mr.
Rivers,” I replied, coldly. “Will you
take a seat?"’

He sat down and rubbed his thin
hands.

“Ah, Miss Esther.” he said, “iv is
daily demonstrated that this world is
but & vale of tears. 'The happiest of us
see dark days, andthemost confident
are often doomed to meet with disap-
pointments.”™

He spoke with a catistied air, as if this
speech were a trinmph of eloquence that
should set him up in my opinion.

“True,”’ was the only response 1 could
make.

““Yes, Miss Esther, human beings who
seem perfect often carry sorrow to the
heart of their friends, by appearing in
their true characters.”

I was in no mood for conversation and
did not reply.

“But,” he coutinued, “our duty is not
to mourn and pine away, we should
rather cast aside sorrowful memories,
and look about us for new associations,
making ourselves and those around us
happier.”

‘‘sorrow and dis ce are not easily
forgotten, or set aside, Mr. Rivers.”

“Alh, but It is a fault of the world’s
people that they associate the guilt of
one with the innocence of another. You
should not hear the disgrace of your
brother’s cri—that is to say his mprison-
ment.”

That was a cruel stab, and he knew it.
He would have said ‘my brother's erime’
if he had dared. .

“Mr. Rivers,” I replied, with dignity,
on should know that such conyersation
s painful to me. You eertainly will do

.l‘ne t-tze kindness to dismiss the sub-
ect.’ )

“Certainly, Miss Esther,” he replied.
“But I wanted to say to you that you
must consider me your{riend, and call
on me for any assistance you may Tré-
guire. If people should turn a ecold
shonlder to you, why, just remember
that John Riverz will always remain &
true friend, and rejoice in any opportu-
nity to serve yor.

He remained for a while longer, sus-
taining a conversation almostentirely
unaided by me, for I was sick at heart,
and/ longed for him to go. At last he
took his departure, bidding me good
night, and protesting his friendship.

I'wo days after I went to sce my broth-
er. 1 cannot deseribe our interview,
The disgrace had told terribly on him.
ITe never could look the world in the
face again, he said. He looked thin and
pale, amd I thought he was not well. He
told me about the business that had eall-
ed him away that night. It was an af-
fair connected with Geoffrey Armstrong.
1le wanted to look over certain records
by which Geoflrey thought he could
w::ve hiz elaint to =ome property he had

en cheated ouf of years hefore. Buat
he found that he would need pertain
memorunda, and so returned early next
day in order to see Geoffrey. Bnt Geof-
frey was dead, and no one but he could
testify to this.

“1 feel that I cannot live ten years in
this place,” =aid Philip, at one time du-
ring the interviews )

I Jeft him with a hieart almost dead-
ened, but with a spirit to dare and to do
unytfllng in order to discover the real
murderer aud set my brother free.

But what could I, & helpless girl, do?
The world believed my brother guilty,
and no one would Jook with enconurage-
ment on any efforts I might make to
prove him innocent,

However, I made up my mind to se-
cure the service of some n.hfe lawver,and
let him watch, in & quiet, unobstrusive
manuner, for some clue by which to dis-
coyer the real muarderer.

So one evening | went o Mr. Finch,a
shrewd little man, who saw everything
in a minute, when he chose, and who
could observe without being observed.

qu ed with him an hour, and at the
that time, I believe, convin-
ced l::;: of I;hll:;fs im;an:l!elnce, and had

rouyghly interes 1 Iy case.
m‘%‘u&wa were nol to he knowiy to be In
communication, eithey djscovered
anythipg the other was ta be informed
by letter, 8o we parted, my heart
strangely buoyant. et there seemed o

aceount for the knife and cap being in |

me back, and a veice dully w
to nanght.
my pature te drive away despair.

aceomplished,
ing was enlisted.

where the dreadful scene was enacted.

I won
as they rolled h

blood of my Geofirey.
be struck and eut till you were dead !

beach was two or three rods wide,
and thep the land rose abruptly and was
thickly covered with trees lng bushes.
Among these I wonld sit, in 3 measare
protected from the wind, and wateh and
think. I kmew not what the charm was
that drew me there. Sometimes I went
to get rid of John Rivers, for he vigited
me frequently, and I never was glad o
see him. ut he would come, and he
often opened anew the wounds which
had been inflicted on my spirit, and
which could never sear over. If he had
been kind, or considerate, or really the
true friend he pretended o be, he wonld
not have done this.

One evening I was sitting in s large
rocking-chair, by the fire, feeling tired,
ill and drowsy. I was almost asleep,
when, by a sudden impulse 1 rose and
wandered down to |the shore, and was
soon seated among some bushes, looking
out upon the water. _As 1 was sitting
there musing, I heard a footstep on the
ﬁravel, and looking aronnd saw John

ivers hing. My heart gave a
leap, for [thought he had come to seek
me, But he soon sto] i, looked out
over the water, and as F me certain
that I was mot what had brought him
there, I gave a subdued sigh of relief.

He had stopped on the exact spot
where the murder was committed.
ter standing for a few moments he looked
around in directions as if to be satis-
fied that he wasalone. He then stepped
back and appeared to be looking at some
lmmaginary object. Then he stepped

thily forward and, looking at & par-
ticular spot, made a violeut motion as if
striking some object. Then springing
back he gesticnlated wildly, as ifr;lg;;lht-
ing with a phantom. Finally he exten-
ded his arm with a sudden lunge, and
turned and ran about a rod from the
gpot. ‘Then he covered his face with
his hands for a moment.and after a min-
ute or two approached the spot of his
singular pantomine and bent over, nsif
examining some ohjecton the ground.
He remained in this position as if trans-
fixed, and I, drawn by a mysterious and
irresistable Impulse, approached the
spot also.  He did ot hear or zee me,
yet 1 stood close to him. Horror of hor-
rors! There lay on the ground, ina
dim, phantom-like shape, a human form,
coverad with bloody wounds. From one
deep wound in the breast projected a
long knife. I looked at the face: there
upward and pale, with death-throes agi-
tating the features, was the countenance
of Geoffrey Armstrong! At that moment
Rivers looked up. His eyes met mine.
“Murderer!” I eried, “you are not
alone !

Suwddenly a nmew sensation ¢ame over
me. A bright light was before my eyes,
a warm fire was beside me, and I was
sithng inay chair, waking from a doze
inte which I had fallen. “0, whata
dream!"” I exclaimed, and arose just in
time to receive Mr. Rivers, whom the
servant was ushering into the room.
~ “Pardon me, Miss Esther,” he raid,
“I thought I heard you scream just as I
entered. Are yon ill#”?

I was agitated, the dream having af-
fected me strongly.

*“Good-evening, Mr. Rivers,” I said.
“Did I scream? I had such a dreadful
dream.”

“Indeed !” said he; “and may I ask
what was its nature#”’

“0 yes,” I replied. *‘I am s0 used to
horrible thoughts that 1 am very stoical
about such things. The dream wasa
very ringular and a wvery terrible one,
but Lwill tell it to yon, if you wish.””

I do not know what spirit came over
me, for I was not only willing, but was
absolutely itching to tell that dream to
John Rivers. I would paint itin glow-
ing colors, and tell it to him with
all my cloquence. But Idid not men-
tion his name. 1 told it all but that, and
then said:

“It was terrible, Mr. Rivers. Ah,
how distinctly the face of that man is
pictured to my mind, as he looked up
from the phantomm body and his eyves
met mine. Tlis face was pale, his eyes
small and biack, his eyebrows heavy,
his mustache jet black and luxuriant,
his cheeks rather sunken, with a small
brown mole on the upper jpart of the
left one,"”

He sprang from his chair. iz cheeks
were paler, if possible. than wusual; he
looked at me steadily for a moment, his
eyes darting lightning flashea

“Yon have described me!”
length.

“1 know It,” said 1.

After a panze he walked to the door,
put his huand on the knob, held it there
for a moment resolutely, and then came
back and sat down again.

“Well,” said he, “that was a very
singular dream,"”

“Yery,” I replied, and then continued
bent on torturing him: *“They say that
when 8 man commits a murder there is
an irresistable fascination which lewds
him to visit the spot afterwards.”

“Good graclous! What do you mean?”
he exclaimed, in a violent manner-

““SWhat do you mean, Mr. Rivers?"” I
asked, drawing myself up. “I am not
aware that there is any necessity for get-
ting exclted.”

0 no, certainly not,™ he =aid, forcing
a langh. “Pardon me if I have offended
you.”

The conversation lagged after this, as
I had no desire to continue it, and he
aeemed to lose his command of fine
‘mtlmll‘l"l‘f words and phrases. He soon
departed, after making a few common-
place ramarks,

The next morning I sent the following
note to Mr. Pinch :

“Nov, 20th.

“Watch John Rivers. If you eom-
municate to e, call him Fald, E.C.”

During the next fonr weeks I received
two notes from Mr. Pinch.  They read
a#s follows:

Af-

'he_s:hl. at

NO, 1.

shore,”
NQ. I,

“Fald has a visitor—apparently an in-
timate friend. They go together on the
lake shore. They have rented a private
room in a block belouging to me.”

I cannot say that I suspected John
Riyers of having murdered Geoffrey
Armstrong. But that dream
deep impression on my mind, and |l
found my thoughts involuntarily wan-

above correspondence with Mr. Pinch,
I would watch John Rivers, at any rate.
Had he not tried to marry me?®
not in a great rage when | refused him ?

1t was a terrih
without good foundations.
not mean to accuse him of it—I only
meant to find ont all about him, and
know
anvthing,

conrage me in prying into John FHiver's
actions, and so, without saying anything

premises where
room, and found eut that there were
severy] vacant, unfurnished apartments
adjoining eagh other, and that his room
was olue pf these, | abtained g key tl

would fit the Jock of the ane next his,

and resolved fo'play the eayedropper
for a few evenings,

be a dead weight within me, dragging |
ring
that all my labor would in the end come
I had to foree this feeling
back, and summon all the reso Iut.ionT of

s
I had an end in life now, an object to be
in which my whole be-

I used o often walk on ihe lake shore
and wander about the gravelly _beach

Thmth cold weather and chilly winds
d wventure, and watch the waves
and seemed to be try-

ing w wash off the stain left by the
0, poor bhoy, to

“Fald frequently walks to the lake

mude a
pering in a channel indieated by the

Vs he
Now, that Geofirey was dead, did he nat
nearly pe;‘kec;llic al] patieyee out of me?

e crime to gecuse one of
Yet I did
what there was of my dream if

Mr. Pineh, 1 thought, wonld npt en-

to him, I took a careful survey of the
Rivers had rented a

irl, =u to be modest and respecta-

le. But who wasI? In the eves of the
wmi:d 1 wa.l:s: mudrdmr-‘:m sister, with
nothing to , and everything to
in character and standing. f mﬁ
have abandoned the place and mﬁo
some distant point, where my v
was not known, and I could occupy a
respectable xﬂltion in society. But no,
I had an object in life, and that was to
prove my brother’s jumocence. Until
this was accomplished reputation and
standing was uothing to mne.

So, evening after evening, about six
o'clock, when business men were gone
to tea, and 1 was comparatively secure
from observation, 1 walked down street,
and made my way, unknown to a single
soul tongmlimrymmin Mr. Pinch’s
block. ere I would sit, bundled
closely for protection against the cold,
and watch through a small aperature in
a wall the proceedings of John Rivers
and his friend. Most of their time was
spent playing cards, and sometimes
friends were brought in to join the
games. Once in a while small snms of
wmoney changed hands, but nevefto any
great amount.

Sometimes River and his friends would
sit down afier they were r.hmuﬁl:'plny-
ing, with a box of cigars between
them, and hold 1 y eonversations. I
then would hear vague allusions, as I

run as follows:

“Why in the deuce dou’t you marry
her, Rivers

“Hang it, man, if a girl won't have
you, what are you going to do.”

“Why, try the arts of skillful persua-
slons,‘ ,and overcome her objections, to he
snre.

““Yes,but that won't always go down.”

There was nothing ip this to repay me
for my trouble, and I once almost re-
solved to give up my lonely night-
watches,

Bat just abont this time I received
word that my brother’s health was fail-
ing, and this maddened me so that 1
watched and listened more intently than
before. Not that 1really expected to
accomplish anything, but [ ok a
delight in sitting there through the
nights, and thinkin
would be if I should discover an
{.o materially sid me in my un

ng.

go the time went on. Perseverance
has its reward, and I was to have mine.
One night I heard something that set
the blood thrilling through my veins
like a shock of eleetricity.

Rivers and his friend had been play-
ing cards and drinking. Rivers had
drank moderately, but his friend grew
excited and gorrnlous. He talked and
prated with a singular mixture of good
amd ill hnmeor.

‘0, you miserable fellow,” =said he
“‘you ought to marry that girl now. If
you (}on't, you know it wonldn’t hardly
m :

ng
k-

¥

“What wouldn’t pay? 1f you mean it
wouldu’t pay to marry her, you are
about riﬁlm' for she’s got the devil in her
and besides her fortune is not half what
I supposed it was.”

“0, is thatso? Then I'm sorry I had
anything to do with it. By George it
was an ugly job!”

‘“What are you talking abont ?**

“Deyilish ugly! How did you feel
when it was done ™

“When what was done? You talk like
a fool.”

“Ah, it's very well to talk like that.
But we're alone now, what's the dif-
ference? I tellyoul get so erazy think-
i about it that I must talk to some-

y, and if it isn’t you it will be some
one else,”

“Well, talk then, and get through,”
sald Rivers, in a voice full of im nee
and eontempt, “but don’t you blat to any
oue else.”

“Ono. You can trustme for that.
But just think of it—"’

*I don’t want to think of it!"

“Just think of it, I say—two innocent
men—""

“Shut n%,ewm ron #"" roared Rivers.

“PDon’t g0 _infernal eross to a fei-
low. But that knife and eap did the
work, didn’t it? I tell you, you must
marry her now, after all that.””

Rivers was on his feet and had seized
i huge stick of wood that lay by the
stove, He raised it aloft.

¢ Another word out of your mouth,and
'I'U—Put you heyond uttering auny
more!"

Hiseyes were two living coalsand his
face was a picture of ;

“Don’t kill him too!” I cried, in a
warning voice, from my place of con-
cealment.

The effect was eleetrical. The drun-
ken man was sober ; the sober man drop-
ped his billet of wood and turned the
color of ashes. Both stared at’cach other
with a dazed look.

I waited 0 lon;sar,but noiselessly left
the building and proceeded ngidly
home. It was eleven o’'clock, and m
light was burning low. 1 entered wit
a night key, withount disturbing any one
and wended my way to my own room.

I wae in a state of terrible excitement,
My brain was all of a whirl, and my
thoughts ran wild with each other. 0O,
had I discovered the real murderer?
Was miy brother to be set free, and again
be an honored citizen? I was dizey and
faint with excitement and anticipation,

I would see Mr, Pinch to-morrow,
nm; we would push things toa glorious
end, :

But what a visitation of woe awalted
me! It i3 =ald that the darkest hour
comes just before dawn. It is also true,
soinetimes,that when hope seemsbright-
est the deepest disappointment is im-
mediately at hand.

On the table, just beside the lamp, lay
a talerrun directed to me, 1 hastily
opened it and read the following:

“By telegraph from to
Esther Corydon; Phlliroc orydon died
this afternoon at five o’clock, from a sud-
den sluklug away—the resultof a linger-
ing 1liness.” :

Darkness seemed to envelope me. A
heavy, oppressive feeling took posses.
sion of me,which I tried 1n vain to shake
off. At last my desperate struggle found
vent in a long, loud seream. 1 heard a
rushing sound, was conscions of a strug-
gle, and forthwith relapsed into conun-
selousness,

When I awoke I was in a small room,
lying on a bed. Everything was strange
No one was in sight,and [ slowly looked
aronnd me. There was no furniture
except a stand, and a chair which seem=
ed to be facztened firmly against the wall,
The bedstead was of iran. | looked yp
at 4 small windaw, which was proteeted
without by iron hars. And, what looked
stranger than all, the walls of the room
were thickly padded all ever, [ sat up
}n the bed. 1 tried to rise, but was bound

ast.,

Just then a woman entered the roomn.
Seelng e, she gave a start, and imme-
diately orderedl me to lie down, I
obeyed, involuntarily, and asked where
' ” 1 toril

“There now," she saic rem
“he quiet amd don’t get e;:(!;ewd nr e

I looked at her in wonder. She re-
turned the stare curiously and approach-
Iu% me, sald ;

*“How do von feel §7°

“Wenk, very weak,” I replied; ‘‘but
tell me where I am, and what these
vords are about my limbs for ¥

She gazed at e for s moment, and
then started off’ with the words:

“I'Il go and see the doctor!™”

This seemed very strange to me, I
felt over the bed, and taok up a hayd-
kerchief that my hand came in contact
with, It was marked in the corner
“Esther Corydon.” «The sight of my
name bruught everything back to me.

“0, 0" 1 erled, as the recollections
of those dreadful events rushed upoun
me. [t was mare than | coyld bear, and
with & soream I sank back intp uneon-
sclonsness,

T
1 have now been in —— asylum elght

What a course wns this for a young '

thought, to me. The converstlon would | °TY,

foug |

how sweet revenge | o

years. Iam crazy mostof the time,they
tell me, but I'am notnow, [ am tem-
porarily sane. These periods come three
or four times o rm In them I have
writm;hou:‘m_v ife hlsto;y. Itisa Ler(;
rible of wrong. ut who woual

listen to the charges of a maniae? 1
have jtried the doctor several times, but
he never will talk to me on the subject.

These days of sanity, which come over
m almost unbearable. 1 write to

m‘){ mind. For I can’t help
thinking of my sad history, and thought
tome is distracting, brings
not.hillzg but sorrow with it, and con-
templation of ithe past is misery.

0, how I long for the relief of deliri-
um. Then I may rave, and forget in
frenzy all my woes. O welcome mania!
Let me forget myself in yonr oblivion
and drown grief in madness !

VIL
THE MISSING LINK.

I have completed the preceeding story
from Miss Corydon's manuscript, be-
cause the facts related possessed for me
a strong interest.  This will be under-
stood when I state s fact connected with
the incident mentioned in Par¢ I. of this
narrative. ' The features of the man
coming out of the store, which were re-

ems: £l

. His fapce was s {isayes small
and b ‘#ijs mustache jet biack and
luxuriant; ' his cheeks rather sunken,
with a small brown mole on the upper
part of the left one.

Butthe next day T was hundreds of
miles away, and still travelling rapidly.

-

ANECDOTES OF PUBLIC MEN,

BY COL. J W. FORXEY.
 NO LXXIIL

Philadelphia was honored by a nation-
al conven| in the m%e of the Colon-
ot Byl o B frr i

next ' July, mer-
'1&'}. ind 'lgdmme.:F The body which is
to asserable at the Academy of Mnsic,
sday, June 5, will be one of the
three that gave practical expression
to the ideas of the ation. While

slavery existed no nationsl convention
of any could conslistently Y!ead for
freedom. And as the years rolled on,
the fetters of the bondmen were more
closely riveted, and the chalns of the
?Mh leade rwimmadahhmﬂer. ﬁ%w al ﬁs
n harmon the protest au oh-
ecy of Tho{nns Jefferson and his copt::o;at-
riots. Thonsands will be present who
never saw Philadelphia; and if they
will trace the growth of their country in
the growth of the City of Brotherly
Love, they will study American history
on the where American liberty was
born. - will walk the streets trod
Washingion. They will see the
P described by Franklin in his in-
comparable autol {m They will
be taken to the spot where he was buried,
They will realize where John Hancock,
Samuel Adams, John Adams, Roger
Sherman, Alexander Hamilion, Robert
Senator ﬁ?}fwngms,"m' Cabinet ti?ta:l:
rs net Min
financiers, ete., lived in those frying
times ; mda.sﬂ'xey follow up the pro-
gressof events from their source they
will beétter understand why President
Grant is to-day the strongesi public man
in America. Discounted by the acei-
dents, and, if yon. please, the errors of
all men in his pesition, you find the
fact remaining, that he is the only
man who ever had the fall opggrtunlty.
and seized that epportunity beoldly, to
prove his devotion to the J.)rluciples of
the Declaration of Independence. With-
out anything like a party record, and
withount the slightest pretenslon, he has
EEions ke Do o b i
ns, . n as true -
vanced republican doctrines, as these
bave been erystalized by experience, as
if he had made that species of philoso-
ma study.” The dﬂ:&tr has always
that those earl in defending
great truths become hypercritical as they
grow old. Granti’s rare merit is that he
accepts a fact ved by trial; inco:
rates it into his administration. In this
respect he resembles George Washington.
Washington never was a political exper-
imenter. He never reveled in thearies.

He was not carried away by visiona
hopes of human perfectibility. e
wrote little and spoke less, And yet,
as President, he executed the laws, kept
the peace between Hamilton and Jeffer-
son, bore with the eceentricities of John
Adams, and never lost his temper when
Themas Paine and Philip Francis Fre-
nau hurled their biterest shafts against
his private character. I need not elabo-
rate the parallel. You have Grant be-
fore yon, and can do It without my aid.
Twenty-four hundred years of human
effort, revolution, and ambition may be
studied in the remains of ancient, and
the triumphs of modern Rome. With
the torch of our new intelligence we
light up and restore the memories of
those almost forgotton cemturies, * A
railroad to Pompeii! ™ says that fasei-
nating writer rge S. Hilliard, of

Months in Italy”—* It seemed appropri-
ate to be transported from the living and
smiling present to the heart of the dead
past by the swiftest and most powerful
wings that modern invention has fur-
nished.” Our one century of gov
ment discloses wonders and tro| of
apother kind. The world has gone for-
ward with the speed of magie, and as we.
turn back for a moment to contemplate
what hasbeen done In that eycle, what
better aid could we have to llluminate
our path than the living lessons of the
city of Philadelphia, as taught by the
men of «the Revolution, whose posterity
can even yet recall their features, and
rejoice with us among the magnificent
harvest of the seed which they planted
ninety-six years ago?

MAZZINI'S PHILOSOPHY.

Life ia a misslan, Every other de-
flnition of Tife is false, und lemds all
who acoept it astray. Religion, science,
philesophy, plgm‘:lgh lllulll at vnria;ni:e
u many nts, all* agree in this,
L&nmry existence is an alm. Were
it not so of what avail were the move-
ment, the p , Which all are he-

ing to ize a8 the law of life.
And that ailm i3 one: to develope and
bring into action all the faculties which
constitute and lie dormant in human
nature—Humanity,—and canse them
harmonionsly, to- combiue toward the
discovery and applieation of that law.
But individuals, acconding to the time
and 8 in which we live, hayve various
secondary aims all under the direction
of and governed by the ohe musrpe
and permanant alm; and all tending to
the constant and ‘further development
and assoclation of the collective faculties
and forces, For one man, this second-
ary aim may be toaild in the moral and
intellectunl improvmentof the few im-
mediately around him: for another
ifted with superior faculties, or placed

u more favorable circumstances, the sec-
nmlaq ailm i to promote the formation
ofa Nationulity: to reform thel so-
cial condition of a peaple: (o splve a

itiesd ar religlons quéstion. Our own

nte  upde when, more
five conturies ago, he spoke of the
t Sea of Belng upon which all ex-
nee were led by ﬁower divine to-
ward different ports. Mankind is youn
yet, both in knowledge and power, an
a tremenduous nneertalnty still hangs
oyer the determination of the s al
alms to which we are bound to devote
onrselves.,
Al s Lol

An Indian matron has fled fram her
home, ‘mlmmably hecanse  she
coyld po lopger bear

her husband®
npame, which Hellish. She wanted

‘xlm to
ogically & that it woulden’t mend

assume ﬂq wather's title, but he

matters to give up hissires infernal pa-
tronymic and take that of his dam.

vealed * his mask drooping off, lin-
prmedgﬂulmm onmy’mam- -:

Boston, in his charming book, “Six|¥

CRIMEPS AND CASUALTIES.

. Abont eight days sinee, while en-
camped at the Howard springs, on  the
El Paso road, one hundred and fifty
miles above thizs place, a train of wag-
ons and abont fifteen persons were uai-
tacked by about sixty redskins, six or
eight desertors (negro soldiers) and sev-
en Mexicans. It was about 12 o'clock
Some of the men were cooking,
some lolling in the pleasant shade, oth-
ers attended to various duties, and all in
a state of Iazy careclessness, when, like a
thunderbolt, the flendish yell of the sav-
deadened every heart with terror.
fore the panlc-strcken teamsters conldd
collect their scattered thoughts and arms
the Indians had'ridden among them, se-
cured all but two, and continued utter-
ing exulting shrieks like gorgons of de-
vastation. After thus having secured
the now despairing teamsters, they prc-
ceeded to pi the contents of the
wagons. To ir great delight they
found a quantity of arms and ammuni-
tion, which they appropriated to their
use, They took a few articles of mer-
chaundise with which the wagons were
principally loaded, for the use of their
sable recrnits and Mexicans. They then
rolled the wagons together, carefully
tied their victims under the wagons,
iled wood around and ect fire to the
pile. They remained with diabolical
stolldity till the death throes of the tor-
tured teamsters ceased to thelr ears
when they deliberately collected their
mules and spoils with the dignifled alr
of conquerors.

A letter from McKinney, Texas, de-
seribes the horrible execution there of
Stephen Ballew. a notorions raffian,
who had murdered a youth named James
Golden for money, and afterward mar-
ried the victims rsister. The prisoner
was tzken from the wagon by the sher-
iff and led up to the ows, His face
wore a sullen and cold blooded look as
he sat there ealmly smoking a cigiar,
while the clergymen were performin
the service, showinﬁ!most dogged indif-
ference. Affer a few short prayers, of
which the prisoner took no wuotice, the
ps?iﬂm- adh\;zncettlhvind nt.tomounged ll]:mt the

soner nothin say, having pos-
itively declined to ugmr a single %vord
Ballew was then Informed that his time
had come when he got down from the
railing npon which he had been perched
advanced towards the Sheriff with a
sneer, and with 4 devil-may-care indiff-
erence lowered his head in order to allow
the sheriff’ to properly adjust the rope.
After the black cap had been drawn
the Sheriff knocked the prop from under
the trap, and Ballew was swinging in
mid-air. The fall failed to break his
meek, as was seen by his convalsive
struggles. After swinging fifteen min-
| utes, during which time the prisoner
made desperate efforts to free himself
it was ascertained that the noose was so
loose as to admit air futo hislungs. The
assembled crowd were unanimously in
favor of a second hanging, and were not
slow in demanding it. The catile-
drovers and backwoodsmen could be
heard above the confusion shouting,
“ @ive the villain another dose ;" **Shoot
him:” *f Cut his throat;” and numer-
ous other ejaculations uf similar tenor.
Women fainted, and a scene of the
wildest exeitenient jensaed. The Sher-
iff regained the platform, and, by a de-
termined efforts of his assisteats, the
half-hu;f man was raised, the noose
tightened, and nmid shouts Ballew was
swung ofl a second time, and in thirty
minutes was pronounced dead. aBllew
was one of the most notorious desper-
adoes in the Stafe and is known to have
murdered a number of men.

Emile Andre, aged forty years a
Frenchman,living at No, 339 East Tweun-
ty-first street, New York, shot and in-
stantly killed his wife Leonia, at the
corner of First avenue and Fifteenth
street. The murderer waz arrested by
Offtcer Kennedy of the seventeenth Ju-e-
cinct, and locked up at that station.
The body of his wife was sent to the
morgue. The following are the paticu-
lars asthe case is learned from the hus-
band, who is locked up in the station-
house. It appears that about nine years

Emile Andre, who was then em-
ployed as an overseer of laborers at Sar-
rebourg, Meurthe, France married Le-
onie Pirre, who was at that time & bux-
om French woman. About two years
ago he lost his work and as the war had
devastaterd France, they eoncluded to
come to this country, which they did,
After arriving in New York he found
it difficult to work, as he could not
speak Fnglish, and as n last resort had
to go up to Danbury, Conn., where he
went to work making charcoal. After
saving a little money at this business a
friend}in New York wrote to Andre. tell-
ing him to come back and he could get
work, Andre returned to this eity with
his family, but failed to ﬁft the promised
work, and had to take whatever odd johs
he could find among his own countrymen
to keep his family from starving. It
may here be added that two children a
boy and a girl, were born to them: the
Josephine, being elght years old at the
present time, and the boy, Leon tour

ears old. Andre and his fami! vy were
all living at this time in Pavonia aveue,
Jersey City, in very Indignant elreum-
stances. Afler returning ‘to this clry
from Connecticut, Andre and his family
made the aguaintance of Lucien A.Tar-
tiene, a French inventor, who was ma-
king patent bricks, and who was con-
sidered by the nnfortunate man as oné
of his most intimate friends, as he cou-
stantly wroie letters of condolence aud
symruhy to both, promising o do all
in his power for them. In January
last Andre was stricken down wit
small- and snbsequently removed
to the tal, whera he remainedun-
til April §, when he was discharged as
cured. He soon learned that his wife
had been unfaithful to her marriage
vows, and constantly charged her with
it,and at times entreated her to be true
to him, She listened with a deaf ear to
all his entreaties, however, and they
separated, the wife coming to New York
to live, and the husband going to work
at the Erle Railroad depot as a laborer.

On the 24th of May hiz wife 1ok the
two children to No. 339 East Twenty-
first street,where Tartieue soon followed
and en a4 room adjoining Andre’s
wife, at which place it is said they were
intimate, Agdre states that he several
times called on his wife and endeavored
to have her return to him, and he would
forgive all, but she constantly refused,
in which action she was seconded by
Tartiene, who was always present at
these meetings, Andre then had a doce-
umont drawn uI: by u lawyer for a sep-
aration, and calied on his wife, whom he
found at the residence of Emmn Vachoer
at No,410 East  Fifteenth, street amd
requested her to go with him before the
French consul and sign it, His  wife
read the document and refused o sign
it, stating it was not worth the paper it
was written [ou. Andre made =omo
threatening remarks, and his wite be-
coming alarmed fled from the houge pur-
sued by her husband, She ran wward
First avenue, where she was caught by
her hushand, wha drew asingle-barreled
wsfol ansl |nfm:ln the muzzie under her

r fired, killing her instantly. He did
not make any atlempt to escape, and
was soon after arrested. Upon being
taken to the station-house he stated
that he did not care if they cut his head
off thien, as he thought he had done just
;.jEIn. In his possession were found the

tol, with a lot of small bullets and
oaps, and about n dozen letters written
by Tartiene to his wife and himself,
After being placed in the cell he wrote
the following letter to & Mr. Donanneau
No, 148 Grand street:

“You know my wife's conduet. 1
have killed her on account of heyr con-
duet alone. I beg you to serve my
ﬁh‘}dl‘(‘ll in the best manner you can,
and this will be hy sending “them to
France, Evne Avpue. ™

The body of the murdered woman was
removed to the morguae, and the coroner
notified.

rian named Grace, aged
ten, and rakes up other old scores against

special deores 10 use as ' sup

a3 whao iz not in this scientific a

Busi notices inloeal columns will be charg -
ed for at the rate of 153 conts per line for first
insertion and cight cents per line for each sub-
segquent insertion

Business cards 125 per line per annom.

Yemrdy advertisers diccontinuing their adver
tisements hefore the expiration of theircontracts
witl be ehinrged acconding to the nbove rates.

Transient advertisements must invarially he
paid for in advance. Regular advertisements
to be paid at the expiration of each quarter.
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Very Sickley—Our Spanish diplomacey .

A city that soots people—Pittsburgh.

Fact—You can’t make corn-starch of
loe-corns,

Dry Details—The proyvisious of the
lignor law.

Oxford Universily celebrates its one
thonsandth anniversary this year.

The hook to which reference is most
frequently made—the pocket-bhook.
Does.a cow’s tail resemble a swan’s
breast? Yes, for they both grow down.

It is said that cspecinlly during the
racing season, Mr. Grant prefers studs
to Schurz.

“Time cuts down all,” but the gar-
dener occasionally retaliates by eutting
down thyme.

The boy who undertook to ride a
horse-radish, is now practicing on a
saddle of mution.

An irrespousible steam whistle at
Green, Wis., blew three hours before it
could be shut off.

The busy hum of the first Methodist
camp meeting of the season has just been
heard in Minnesots.

The * seventeen-year’ locusts have
mude their annual reappearance in Ken~
tucky and Tennessee.

A man who has repeatedly tried them,
says that all the short cuts to fortune
are horribly over-crowded.

We suppose that there is guite as
large an amount of *‘‘craft’” upon the
land as there is upon the water.

A vigorous young sexton in Opeli
Ga., lately pulled 51& church bell down,
and came near ringing his own knell in
the operation.

* Academy of Billiards’' Is the latest.
“ University of HBase Ball" and
possibly **National Institute for Instruc-
tion in Marbles.” =

If there is really a delightfully refresh-
ing scene on this earth, it is a newl
married man sliding toward home wi
his first washboard,

Miss Anthony is reported, for the first
time In ehdﬁr llle, tlf hn'eﬂl;fien “guite
unmanned ** since her un reception
at the Cinclnnatl Conventlon.

The locust eggs are poisoning the
mulherries in Tennessee by being

ited in them, and the mulberries are
poisoning children by the same process.
Titus Pomponius Atticus Bibb is what
they named him, and he lived in Ken-
tucky. Now that he is wn up he
sBiru.B his name, for short, T. P. Auicus

bb.

Who can bave any respect for a man
who, on passing the laundry and seeing
the girls at work, will conseng to make
such a remark as “ Wring out, wild
belles? ™

A base-ballist 1ast week found it nec-
essary to knock one of his into
splinters, before he could satisfy him-
self that another person was an equally
good “eatch.”

A physician stopped at the door of a
country spotheecary and enguired fora
pharramoEa:‘a. *¢ Sir,”” =aid the apothe-
cary, *“1 know of no such farmer living
about these parts.

A pentleman registered at a hotel in
Louisville recently as John Blank, Ham-
burgh, and was gratified in seeing his
nnine in l.yge, among the hotel registry,
as *“*.John Blank. humbug.”
A correspondent writes to the Balti-
more Sun, ““that he takes no stock in
the ‘new women's c¢lnb,’*"” He says
that *“the ‘old woman’s club’ is enough
for him, and frequently almost too
much.”
Mother Goose is not an imaginary per-
gon. She was the mother-sin-law of a_
printer in Beston, Mass., and her real
name was Elizabeth Goose. The first
edition of her well-known rhymes was
sold for two coppers on Devonshire street.
The diserepaney between the financial
exhibits of : e dmp’i!nrieu:d blmm'res of the
vernment is explained by the suppo-
ngi‘:iou that Mr. Boutwell, when he finds
that his nccounts cannot easily be
guared, puts them down in round num-
rs.

Rehearsals of fashionable wedding cer-

enionies have for some thne past been in

vogue, and now it is said that the lead-
ing sexton and nndertaker of the ton is
trying to devise some means by which
ﬁ:shionahla funerals may be rehearsed
also,

A Western wedding is chronicled in
one of our rural exchanges, whereat the
bride is said to have been four feet flve

inches tall, and the bridegroom lc:::

feet six.  In such a case, w

lady loved wisely or not, she surely

loved too ell,

A New Hampshire speculative i=

culturalist has n forced to pay

for the false pretence involved in pas-

sing off as a petrified human v of

El‘eﬂl- autiguity, a sandstone statuae which
e had secretly buried for the purpose

of having It discovered.

“Sponging " is said to be the princi-
le business of Key West, Fla.; bnt we

doubt if as much of it is dune there as in
this city; where we have so many

* gponges '’ of the first water that divers
persons  (chiefly hotel-keepers) are
**down upon them ™ at sight.

A baker's dozen of Vermont spinsters
recently availed themselves of Leap

Year's opportunity to make anexcursion
to Wyoming in pursuit of

mony,
but discovered to their that there
was no chance of competing with the
pauper labor of the native squaws.

Miss Vallett, atar 22, of Pro

vidence,
R. I,, estimates at $30,000 her indirect

danmnges through n breach of of
on the partof a V. na- -
three score and

him to show his graceless condnet.

One Indianapolitan has sned another
Indisnapolitan for $15,000 consequential

damages done ta the former's wife by
the latter’s cow.

Conzidering the ex-
tremely uncertain tenure of pmﬁeﬂ}' in
wives under Indiana law, the sum

claimed seems preposteronsly large.
= The Spanish authorities in Cuba pro-

fess great indignation because innocent-
looking traveling trunks are found to
contain weapons for the insurgents.
But where, we should llke to know,
would any one be more likely to look
for arms than in connection with a
trunk ¥

Prince RBismarck i3 permitted by a

of hiz armorial bearings a couplo of
heratdie savages precisely shmilar to
those which stand guard over the fm-
perial blazonry. This is in addition to
the number of private soldiers who
“support arms "' oay the Prince’s com-
mand,

People of a selentific turn of mind—
p $—are
advisud to wateh the elonds on the twen-
ty-fourth day of the present mounth, as
some unusual phenomena are expected
at that time, It i= well known that
plates of glass and metal, when In acous-
tic vibration, vibrate regularly and geo-
metrically, having nodes other
amusinf things, us wmay be showp by
sprinkling lycopodinm on them when in
motion, and observing the forms assumed
by the powder. The air alse vibrates
regularly and imparts its motion to light
aubstances, such as feecy clouds, smoke
or mist. On the 24th the Boston peace
ubilee will have burst into great and
armonious blast of trampet, organ, fid-
dle, hewsgag and dram, and as the alr
shall recelve impulses from the vibrating
lustruments, it will impart them to the
clouds, and ﬁrha{n eyen to the dust in
the streets, eteorological persons are
recommended then to observe the beau-
tiful geometrical Agures which the clouds

will assume, snd to watch till they see
them. The Boston street contractors

" will look out for the dust,




